*   At the Graveside    *

bodian girl still rode the trunk of the royal elephant and
was singing in her foreign accent a Burmese song so
coarse that, contrary to usage, it had not a double but
a single meaning. In the course of it she turned and
sprawled upon the elephant's forehead, looking into
the face of the driver above her. The Kwechi Min took,
as he was meant to take, the song as a strong hint and
made a note to have her registered on the permanent
staff.

In this mood of hilarity they entered the palace. A
great dinner had been arranged. Hundreds of dishes
were served, the cuisine of India, Burma and Cam-
bodia was ransacked, as was their repertory of enter-
tainment. The Kwechi Min ate and drank tremen-
dously; he was like a youth giving his first party. As for
Queen Saw, she knew what was expected of her. It was
she who thought of new songs, new dances; and her
repartee was the quickest, her invention the most
inexhaustible. When at a very late hour the Kwechi
Min intimated that he wished to retire, she accom-
panied him into the private apartments.

By this time he was fairly drunk. Lying on a couch
with two of the maids deftly massaging him, he began
a long monologue. Queen Saw sat leaning against the
couch; she directed the maids,

"My reign has begun well/ he announced to her
rather indistinctly. 'Was there ever such eating and
drinking! To think that I wasted all those years in the
monastery, when my father might have had me at
court. You have no idea what the Royal Chaplain was
like. Not that I have anything against him, but he was
always talking philosophy. Do you know, he expected
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